
IT MUST BE SOME 
ECCENTRIC'S IDEA OF A 
GHOULISH JOKE/ BUT 
THIS IS A PERFECT 
SPOT FOR HAL'S INITIA- 
TION INTO THE FRATERNITY/ 




YOU'LL FAIL ' 


'NOTHING CAN SCARE ME FROM] 


THE INITIA- , 


JOINING THE FRAT BUT ^ 


TION.HAL, 1 


k I'M SURE GOING TO HAVE ^ 


IF EITHER YOU " 


[ A TOUGH TIME PERSUADING 1 


OR THE GIRL J 


L GLORIA TO STAY IN THIS J 


GET TOO A 


^h, CREEPY GRAVEYARD/ >4I 


SCARED TO \ 


p.r^^i^^— i «rr-^«js 


STAY TILL 1 


^\mWk 


DAWN/ M 






jfl^a- <3S» fa 


W^^L J 


iw-^i 




WHAT A HORRIBLE PLACE/ >" ALMOST ALL MEN ARE ™ 
THOSE DEMON-LI KE A SORCERERS IN. THIS AGE- 

CREATURES SEEM TO r~TAND THEY SUMMON U( 
OtlTNUMBER THE J ( SUPERNATURAL CREATURES 
HUMANSHERE/ y N^FOR USE.AS SLAVES/ 





r FoR HOURS HAL FOSTER TRUDGES AROUND 
THE OUTSKIRTS OF THE GRAVEYARD, THINKING 
DESPERATELY. AND THEN ... 



^» WAIT— WHY DIDN'T THE GHOST REDUCE J 
ME TO A SKELETON? THAT WOULD HAVE 
BEEN THE SUREST WAV TO PREVENT ME 
FROM KILLING DALLON.' IT MUST BE THAT , 
I COULDN'T BE HARMED BECAUSE OF THE J 
MYRTLE BRANCH IN MY POCKET/ j 




mm 







Tm DEATH*STfiUG6LE CARRIED THE TWO CONTEST- 
ANTS INSIDE THE MAUSOLEUM ... 



HE HAS A MYRTLE BRANCH IN HIS POCKET 

SUPERNATURAL FORCES CANNOT HARM HIM/ YOU 
MUST SLAY HIM WITH YOUR OWN HANDS, GALLON/ 




But as dauon's skull 
with his oeath the oemons 
began to vanish ... 

^ 

r HE_HE IS DEAD... ] THE DEMONS- 
AND NOW r AM J THEY'RE 
.DESTROYED.../ EVANISHING/ 

A A E EEE/y AND THE GHOST 
i A --< IS DISrNTERGRATING', 



Ano THEN.EXHAUSTEO BUT 
ELATEO.HAL LEAVES THE 
CHAMBER OF DOOM ... 



IT'S ALL OVER, HONEY- 
HISTORY COULDN'T BE CHANGED/ 
NOW I'LL UNTIE YOU AND WE'LL 
WAIT FOR THE BOYS TO SHOV. UP/ 




HI, THERE/ LOOKS LIKE YOU PASSED 
THE INITIATION WITH FLYING COLONS, 
HAL/ DIDN'T ANYTHING HAPPEN TOV 

SCARE YOU AWAY? «. ^CjjK 

*■" NOTHINGS 
r OUT OF THE ORDINARY HAPPENED 
L AT LEAST NOTHING ANYONE 

ELSE WILL BELIEVE/ 





A TALE OF SUPERNATURAL WONDER THAT COMES DOWN THROUGH 
THE AGES TELLS OF TWO EGYPTIAN LOVERS IN THE YEAR 1543 B C, 

A PRINCESS OF NQPLE BIRTH FELL IN LOVE WITH A SLAVE, BUT 
THE PRINCESS' FATHER, THE KING, LEARNED OF THE AFFAIR AND 
TOOK STEPS TO THWART THEIR IMPENDING MARRIAGE. THE 
NIGHT BEFORE THE SLAVE WAS PUT TO DEATH . . . 



BELOVED ONE, TAKE THIS RING. 
IN IT IS A POTION THAT Wl LL " 
PROTECT YOU FROM DEATH. X 
HAVE THE MATE TO IT. BY THIS 
I WILL KNOW WHEN YOU HAVE 
ESCAPED FROM THE TOMB. 



The next morning, as the 
slave mslowered into an 
airless tomb. . . 



I- 1 CAN'T MOVE THE SLAB/ 
THERE IS NOT ENOUGH AIR TO 
BREATHE/ THE POTION 
MUST SWALLOW IT/ MAY. 
THE GODS PROTECT ME 



The tomb was" sealed, but the drug put the 
slave into a deep coma. this state of 
suspended animation was finally broken . 
many centuries later when two thieves 
chanced upon the tomb and broke into it. ., 





The museum 
authorities examined 
the shriveled body 
of the slave and 

WERE PERPLEXED Bf 
ITS WONDEROUS 
PRESERVATION OVER 
LONG CENTURIES/ 
THE BODY WAS 
PLACED ON EXHIBITION 
ALONGSIDE THE 
PRINCESS' MUMMY, 
THUS FULFILLING AN 
ANCIENT DESIRE FROM 
THE BEYOND/ 

THE END 



TEN DISAPPEAR EVERY DAY... 
AND THE MYSTERY OP THEIR 
DISAPPEARANCE OFTEN REMAINS 
UNSOLVED. SOME HAVE WILLFULLY 
SOUGHT OBLIVION. SOME HAVE 
MET STRANGE, VIOLENT, UNKNOWN 
FATES. BUT WHEN VARIOUS MEN.~ 
ALL IN THE SAME LINE OF BUSI- 
NESS—DISAPPEAR OVER A PERIOD 
OF TIME, THE MYSTERY DEEPENS/ 
FOR ONE BRIEF MOMENT ON THESE 
PAGES, THE BLACK VEIL LIFTS . . . 
AND WE SHARE ONE MAN'S 
ADVENTURE IN TERROR/ 



..:, ■ \ 




Stanley raffel.successful silk merchant, 
was not one to brood about what happened to 

a competitor. . . , — 

■ - j well-i see george mcchay 

has disappeared/ his family has been keeping 
it a secret, hoping he'd show up/ ha ha/ as far 
as i'm concerned he can stay lost/ he was my^ 
biggest competitor/ 




THERE WAS LIN SINGH, CARLOS PERALI, MARTIN 
MANNING— ALL MANUFACTURERS OR IMPORTERS OF 
SILK — JUST LIKE YOU/ MAYBE IT'S SOME HORRIBLE . 

PLOT AND — AND YOU— ^,- -^ 

DON'T WORRY ABOUT ME, 
CORNELIA/ WITH THEM OUT 
OF THE WAY I'M GOING TO 
CORNER THE SILK MARKET/ j 




5 



<00N IT LOOKED AS THOUGH ' 
STANLEY MIGHT BE ON THE ROAD 
TO REALIZING HIS AMBITIONS. . . 

BUT I CAN'T SELL YOU MY SILK 
AT THE PRICE YOU OFFER.' IT HARDLY 
COVERS THE IMPORTING COSTS AND- 




That night a strange and 
fearful creature crouched 
behind the pilings on the 
wharf as wu's silk came off 

THE BOAT. 

1 YOU SHOULD HAVE 
TAKEN MY FIRST OFFER.WU/ NOW 
YOU KNOW WHAT I SAID IS TRUE- 
I'M THE ONLY MERCHANT NOW 
BUYING. TAKE THIS— OR NOTHING/ 



Ano SO STANLEY RAFFEL 
GOT WU'S SILK AT HIS OWN 
RIDICULOUSL Y LOW PRICE. 
HE KNEW IT WAS A STEAL, 
BUT HE DIDN'T CARE ... 
AND WUS WARNING 
MERELY AMUSED HIM. HE 
WAS DETERMINED TOMAKE 
ALL THE MONEY HE COULD 
BEFORE OTHER COMPETI- 
TORS HAD A CHANCE TO 
SPRING UP NOW THAT THE 
GEORGE McCRAY COMPANY 
HAD FOLDED UP SINCE ITS 
OWNER'S DISAPPEARANCE, 



I CAN ONLY WARN KEEP YOUR WARN 

YOU, MY FRIEND.' INGS TO YOURSELF, 

SUCH GREED AND WU/l'M GETTING 

DOUBLE-DEALING MY OWN REWARD 




Stanley had already begun 
to push his own mills to an 
unbelievable output ... 



PUT ON TWO NEW SHIFTS. WE'RE 
THE ONLY PEOPLE NOW IMPORTING 
OR PRODUCING ENOUGH StLI 
COUNT AND WE CAN FLOOD THE 
COUNTRY AT OUR OWN PRICE IF^ 
WE WORK FAST/ 





AGAIN THAT NIGHT EVIL EYES 
WATCHED STANLEY RAFFEL.AS FROM 
THE GLASS ROOF OF THE RAFFEL 
SILK FACTORY THE GIGANTIC ANO 
HORRIBLE SPIDER-MONSTER 
PEERED DOWN AT THE BUSY SCENE. 



YOUR MACHINES AND YOUR 
WPLOYEES DO A GOOD JOB, 
STANLEY RAFFEL/ BUT I CAN 
STILL TEACH YOU A 

FEW TRICKS/HA HA/ 



On A NARROW, ALMOST INVISIBLE BUT STRONG SILK CABLE WHICH IT HAD THROWN FROM POLE TO POLE, 
BUILDING TOBWLDING, ITS HAIRY LEGS PROPELLED THE GIANT SPIDER ACROSS TOWN WITHINCREDIBLE SPEED,.. 




Down into a cellar in an old deserted warehouse near 

THE DOCKS. . . pi 



ALAS, SOME VICTIMS MANAGE TO 

SHAKE OFF THE NUMBING POWER Of M 

POISON, BUT NONE EVER ESCAPES/ 

POOR GEORGE Mc CRAY- — YOUR SCREAMS 

ALMOST TOUCH MY HEART/ IT WAS A 

PITY YOU BECAME SO GREEDY, BUT 

iF WHAT A USEFUL END YOU 




I HAVE THE SILK SOURCE... YOU 
HAVE THE MONEY AND THE MARKETS 
I NEED SOMEONE TO DISPOSE OF 
THE SILK FOR ME, AND.FRANKLY, MR. 

RAFFEL, I NEED MONEY. I AM AN 
EXTRAVAGANT PERSON AND I LIKE J 
TO LIVE LUXURIOUSLY. 



YES ,YES— A BEAUTIFUL GIRL 
LIKE YOU... OF COURSE YOU LIKE 
NICE THINGS/ AND YOU SHOULD 
HAVE THEM/ BUT—BUT WHERE IS 
ILK? I'D HAVE TO SEE IT 

KE SURE-- 

OF COURSE/ " 
NATURALLY YOU WANT TO J 
MAKE SURE THIS ISN'T 
SOME KIND OF A HOAX /> 




MEET ME TONIGHT AT THE 
DESERTED WAREHOUSE ON WHARF 
STREET AND I'LL TAKE YOU TO 
SEE THE REST'OFTHE SILK/BUT 
REMEMBER, THE IS JUST BETWEEN 
US TWO— OR THE DEAL IS OFF/ 
AND I'LL LEAVE THAT SILK HERE 
SO YOU CAN EXAMINE IT 
FURTHER/ 




Stanley spent the day examining the silk all , 
right/ it stood up under every test he gave it. 
that night. . . 




As THE GIRL STEPPED OUT OF THE SHADOWS OF 
THE OLD WAREHOUSE STANLEY REGAINED HIS COM- 
PLETE ASSURANCE. THIS BEAUTIFUL GIRL SHOULD 

BE EASY TO HANDLE. , . i ■■;■■ - ■ — 



THIS 



FOR A GIRL LIKE YOU THIS TIME 

DF NIGHT. YOU NEED SOMEONE 

TO TAKE CARE OF YOU/ 




T'M GLAD YOU FEEL LIKE 
THAT, STANLEY/ I WAS SO 
AFRAID YOU MIGHT BE- , " 
COME ALARMED/ BUT t 
I CAN SEE YOU'RE 
BRAVE/ 




L YCIA LED THE WAY DOWN TO A DAMP DARK CELLAR. 
STANLEY WAS GLAD HE HAD A FLASHLIGHT AND A PISTOL 





' UGH/ SPIDER WEBS ALL OVER THE 




PLACE/ AND RATS /WHAT KIND OF A 


HlhisVvA \ 


I GIRL ARE YOU.ANYHOW? YOU 




^.COULDN'T GET MOST WOMEN WITHIN | 


f Jl 


HL A * 


ILE OFA PLACE LIKE THls / J 


■''r| 


Iks 






Mix. 


85 I?*3I 


MM 


W^£ 


-L ^%^^9i 



ONE MUST OFTEN SEEK STRANGE SPOTS 
FOR ONE'S BUSINESS.' I DON'T BOTHER THE 
RATS AND THEY DON'T BOTHER ME/ AND 
SPIDER WEBS ARE RATHER BEAUTIFUL IP 

YOU STUDY THEM/ BUT IP YOU WISH TO 
TURN BACK, I'M SURE I CAN FIND SOMEONE 
ELSE INTERESTED IN MY SILK/ 




The price lycia named 
was surprisingly low. . . 
and stan accepted on 

THE SPOT.. . 




And so 

BEGAN STANLEY 
RAFFEL'S VERY 
PROFITABLE 
PARTNERSHIP 
WITH LYCIA/ AS 
LYCIA HAD 
TOLD HIM, 
STANLEY 
FOUND IT 
CHEAPER 
TO BUY FROM * 
HER THAN TO 
MANUFACTURE 
HIS OWN SILK. 
HE CUT THE 
SHIFTS IN HIS 
FACTORY 
LAID OFF 
WORKERS 
AND SETTLED 
DOWN TO EN JOY 
THE ENORMOUS 
PROFITS HE 
WAS MAKING. 



Stanley had completely forgotten about lin 
singh, carlos peralti, martin manning and 
george mecray/others had of course disappeared, 
but they did not even make newspaper items .. . 




YOU'VE BEEN GONE FOR A WEEK, 
WHERE HAVE YOU BEEN ? AND 
WHERE IS THE NEW DOUBLE 
ORDER OF SILK YOU PROMISED ME 




YOU HAVEN'T PAID ME FOR THE 
LAST TWO ORDERS, AND I'M 
RAISING MY PRICE/ MY FONDNESS 
FOR EXPENSIVE THINGS MAKES ME 
FEEL I'M ENTITLED TO MORE 
MONK' 

DON'T BE RIDICULOUS/ 

'HO ELSE WOULD TAKE 

CHANCE ON THAT STUFF 

WITHOUT ASKING A LOT 

OF QUESTIONS 



THERE'S ALWAYS SOMEONE TO TAKE 
A CHANCE— IF THERE IS PROFIT 
INVOLVED/ IF YOU ^ 



But that night when 
stanley went to the ware- 
house he had already made 
his plans. . . 




Something in lycia's voice made Stanley turn and 
what he saw made him freeze with horror ... 

but you're wrong when you say there's nothing 
i can do about it/ i've been doing business for a 
long.long time with_men like you. ..and somehow^ 

I ALWAYS 




Young henry ranse, because or his gambling and 

CA ROUSING, WAS IN DIRE NEED OF MONEY MOST OF HIS LIFE. HIS 
DESPERATE WANTS LED TO ONE OF THE MOST INTRIGUING 
TALES OF THE SUPERNATURAL EVER TOLD. RANSE, WHO 
LIVED WITH A WEALTHY UNCLE IN A SECLUDED OLD HOUSE, 
PLANNED AN EVIL METHOD FOR INHERITING HIS UNCLE'S 
FORTUNE. ONE/HIGHT. . . 




The guards raced 
into the cell to find 
henry ranse strangled 
todeath, buthowp 
the madman's arms 
were still sealed in 
an inescapabl e strait- 
jacket/ yet the 
fingerprints on 
henryra/vse's neck 
matched those of 
his uncle's/ it 
remains an unsol ved 

mystery in the files 
of the astounding/ 




■"scream on/ your voice ^ 

i music to my jaded ears/ ] 

[ ha ma/ i haven't heard > 

such strangled cries op 

terror in a long time/ 

into the pit with him, 

AT ONCE/ 



fj^Oft YEARS SIR JOHN DRUMMOND SAT LIKE A 
V FIENDISH VULTURE ON THE BENCH OFOLD BAlLEr\ 
COURT. HIS BLACK ROBES RUSTLED DEATH, AND HE 
WAS CALLED MANY NAMES: HANGMAN, SADIST, 
BLOOD-CRAZED MADMAN... AND THEY WERE FITTING ' 
\ NAMES, FOR HE SNUFFED OUT LIVES WITH A 
V SATISFIED SMILE . BUT JOHN DRUMMOND HAD BEEN 1 
i ONLY A POOR, SNIVELING LAWYER. WHAT GAVE HIM 
THIS TERRIBLE POWER OVER LIFE AND DEATH? WE 
\ MUST GO SACK TO THE NIGHT OF MAY IS, 1731, TO 
[ LEARN OF A STRANGE EVIL ALLIANCE WHICH 
PRESAGED HIS JUDGMENT DAY. 



Earlier, before his unholy 
alliance, nobody thought 
much of john drummono.least 
or all his employer.barrister 
phillip j08cs. who was about 
to dismiss him f or sheer 

INCOMPETENCE... i ^ 

■ ' YOU'RE A " 

HEARTLESS MAN, DRUM MOND/ 
THIS BRIEF tS FULL OF VENOM . 
AND SHOWS NO SYMPATHY FOR 
THE DEFENDANT, AND NO UNDER- 
STANDING OF THE LAW.' YOU'LL 
NEVER MAKE A DECENT LAWYER 
AND THAT'S WHY I'M LETTING ^_ 



Insane rage swept through 
drummond, and before he 
could suppress it ... 




As'oftUMMOND WATCHED WITH ASTOUNDED AWEJHE GREAT 
AXE CAME CRASHING DOWN ON THE SOLID MARBLE, , . 



A STEEP TIME-WORN STAIRCASE BROUGHT THEM 
TO THE COURT OF BAALZAAR. . . 






At the cemetery entrance a solemn procession blocked 
HIS PATH, drummono knew instinctively WHOSE BONES 
LINED THE COFFIN, BUT WAS UNPREPARED FOR WHAT FOLLOWED. 

SO THERE YpU ARE, MR. DRUMMOND/ J WHY, I— YES.GLADLY* 
WE'VE BEEN LOOKING FOR YOU ALL J OF COURSE, GENTLEMEN/ 
DAY SINCE MR. JOBES' DEATH.' WE \ POOR MR. JOBES 
NEED SOMEONE WHO WAS CLOSE TO K WOULD HAVE WISHED IT/ 
HIM, SOMEONE WHO COULD HANDLE 
OUR LEGAL AFFAIRS/ 



From this point on, drummono's star 

rose. new mental powers surged 
within him— and wily craft and guile. 

SOON ... 




HlS FAME AS A TRIAL LAWYER REAPED ONE OF THE HIGHEST 
HONORS OF STATS ... 



AND BY THE POWERS 
INVESTED IN ME AS LORD 
MAYOR OF LONDON, I 
NAME YOU CHIEF 
ECUTOR FOR THE CROWN/ 



I PRAY THIS TRUST PLACED IN ME 
MAY BE WELL FOUNDED. I WILL DO 
MY UTMOST TO SECURE THE 
HIGHEST IDEALS OF JUSTICE/ 




DruMMOND'S IDEA OF JUSTICE WAS SWIFT, COLD VENGEANCE FOR THE SLIGHTEST INFRACTION. WHEN HJE 




The judge intoned sentence, but drummond wa tched another 
verdict in the making, 





YES, I AM 0ISPLEA5ED/ LOOK AT 

THIS LAST KNAVISH CREW YOU 
THIEVES, PURSE SNATCHERS, EVEN 



NOW WHERE IS THAT DRUNK I 
SAW LYING ON THE BENCH? I MUST 
FINO SOMEONE TO SEND TO THE 
GALLOWS FOR THIS CRIME/ THOSE 
WHISTLES.../ WHAT DO THEY MEAN? 



Before drummond could turn 
and disappear into the fog . . . 



Later at police headquarters... 


IT'S A MISTAKE 


l NO.SIR JOHN, 


I TELL YOU.' A 


7 I'LL RISK THAT/ 


MISTAKE THAT 


\ YOU ASKED IF 


WILL COST YOl 


J THERE WOULD 


YOUR JOB, 


/BE MURDERERS 


INSPECTOR/. 


/ IN THE DOCKET... 




WELL NOW. WE 




1AVE ONE, BUT THIS 


r ^B 


'IME YOU WON'T BE 




TRYING HIM/ 





BaALZAAR, SATAN'S FIRST LIEUTENANT, WAS WILD WITH BELI8HT. HE HAD NEVER HEARD SUCH SCREAMS tt 
\HIS COURT BEFORE ... 



HA HA, MAGNIFICENT/ SUCH MONSTROUS SCREAMS/ 
THE FINEST EXAMPLE OF PURE AGONY... HOW LONG? 
HA HA HA/ FOREVER/ YES, FOREVER/ 



THE HEAD OF KRISHNA SRU 



, "Oh!" she said. "The vacuum man! Come 
In." 

"Vacuum . . .?" The tall man's surprise passed 
as quickly as it had come. "Why, yes, yes." He 
smiled toothily. "Of course . . . vacuum." A>id 
he picked up his bag and followed her in. 

"I really didn't expect you till tomorrow," she 
laid. "Why, I phoned your office not half an hour 
■go." She pointed to the vacuum cleaner, stalled 
inelegantly in the middle of the-room. "I had 
finished half the rug," she said, "and suddenly 
it stopped — just like that! It was working fine 
ind then bingo! It wouldn't budge." 

"Vacuum cleaners do get temperamental," he 
■greed, sitting down and placing his bag at his 
feet. It was a black bag, shaped like a doctor's 
but considerably larger. The black.lcather was very 
old and worn, and instead of a clasp, it was, fas- 
tened by two inch-wide leather straps. Mrs. Terry 
seemed fascinated cither by the bag or by the way 
the tall man had placed it so close, so protectingly, 
it his feet. 

"Come to think of it," she said, "you know, I 
didn't hear you ring." 

"That's right," he said. "You didn't." And as 
alarm crossed her features, hc,.added, "Actually, 
I had just taken my keys out. They fell and you 
no doubt mistook the noise as somebody at your 
doer." 

"Keys?" she murmured. * 

The tall man smiled humorlessiy.' "I have to 
Confess," he said. "I'm not the vacuum man at 
all. I'm your new neighbor ... the apartment 
right next door." 

Mrs. Terry seemed to think this amusing. "But 
you can't be. Why, I saw Mrs. Nolan only yester- 
day . .'. picking up her morning paper." 

The tall man leaned forward slightly and un- 
clasped his hands. They were very long hands, 
very long-fingered. "It was a sudden decision," 
. he said. "I sublet the apartment only last night." 

There was a ring at the door — a very clear, 
audible ring. Mrs. Terry, murmuring, "I wonder 
who that can be," went to the door and opened it. 
"Why — why, Mrs. Nolan!" she said. 

Mrs. Nolan, seeing the tall, black -garbed 
stranger, stayed only a moment, twittering, just 
Inside the foyer. She had run-out of tea, she said, 
and she wondered if she could borrow a few tea 
bags. Mrs. Terry tried to hold her neighbor's eye, 
but with the tea bags in her hand, Mrs. Nolan 
fled. Mrs. Terry sighed. She was the sort of wo- 
man who trusted everybody, and now she was 
alone with a strange man who hadn't come to fix 
the vacuum, as he had first said, and who hadn't 
moved in next door, as he'd claimed later. She 
wished Mr. Terry were home, but .it would be an 



hour before he'd arrive from the office. She con- 
sidered yanking open the door and fleeing, but 
the tall man could catch her in three strides. She 
considered opening her mouth and screaming, but 
she remembered the man's long, strong finger 
She recalled newspaper accounts of terrible things 
that had happened tp women who admitted 
strangers. She wondered if she could stall; per- 
haps her husband would come home early today. 

"I — I don't know who you are, Mister — Mister 
Whatever- your- name is," she said, "but since you 
obviously have no business here, will you please 
leave." 

"Frobisher," he said. "You may call me Mr 1 . 
Frobisher, because that's not my name. But you 
are wrong, Mrs. Terry. I do have business here." 

It took Mrs. Terry several moments to collect 
herself. "Who are you, Mr, Frobisher?" she asked 
finally. "What do you want? What are you here 
for?' > 

"Such a little woman," he said. "Such a pretty 
little woman — and such a big mouthful of ques- 
tions. Why, I'm here for your husband, that's 
who I'm here for — " 

"My husband?" Mrs: Terry's eyes goggled. 

"He doesn't love you anymore. He's stopped 
loving you. But he loves your money, Mrs. Terry." 

Mrs. Terry rocked in her chair. 

"Don't look so alarmed, dear Mrs. Terry," Mr. 
Frobisher said, "I didn't come here to kill you. 
Nothing so crude as that." He looked affectionately 
at the bag at his feet, "No, nothing so crude as 
killing." 

Mrs. Terry moaned, 

"Killing is so nasty," Mr. Frobisher went on. 
"And the nastiest thing about it, Mrs. Terry, , is 
that the killer is so often caught. Clues, Mrs., 
Terry.' Or an unexpected witness — like your 
friend, Mrs. Nolan. She might remember me. And 
I don't believe in taking chances." 

"In Heaven's name — " she pleaded. 

"No," he said, and his manner changed ab- 
ruptly. "In the name of Krishna Sru. The Indian 
god of Madness." 

"Madness!" It was a pitiful moan. 

"In this bag," said Mr. Frobisher, evidently 
relishing her fright, "is the head of Krishna Sru, 
It has been treated with special herbs and liquids 
and after thousands of'years it still looks real, 
though it is hard as stone. One look at it, and the 
viewer goes mad. Of course I have not seen it 
myself,. Mrs. Terry, though I have seen its effigy. 
And I've seen its results. ' 

Mrs. Terry looked at him uncomprehending. 

"You do not believe, I sec," Mr, Frobisher 
said. "But the Bible mentions Lot's wife who took 
one look behind her — and turned to salt. And 



the Greek goddess, Medusa — one look at her 
and you turn to stone. In India, Krishna Sru can 
drive one mad." He leaned forward, undid one 
of the straps. '"I see you believe now, Mrs. Terry. 
Your eyes arc growing wild even before you have 
looked." 

"What — what form," Mrs. Terry asked, her 
mind frantically seeking a possible escape, "does 
this madness take?" 

"Ah" — Mr. Frobisher leaned back — "it is a 
pleasure to work with you, Mrs. Terry. Some of 
the others — ugh! they went badly. But you have 
a philosophic mind. I shall tell you. Some become 
immobile — catatonic, I believe psychiatrists call 
it. Others roll on the floor and make noises like 
an animal. Some scream and tear at themselves 
with their' fingers. Some try to kill — homicidal 
maniacs, that is. And then even try to kill them- 
selves, for suicide is only murder turned inward. 
Ah, yes! Anything can happen, Mrs. Terry. Any- 
thing." 

He bent and undid the second strap. "When 
I open it, Mrs. Terry," he said, fixing his eyes 
piercingly on her, "you will look. You cannot 
help looking . . . And then, j madness." 

Mrs. Terry's face was wax-white. "One — one 
more question, please," she said desperately, try- 
ing to forestall his' opening the bag. 

"Of course," Mr. Frobisher said, "A few-mom- 
ents more or less — " 

"Why?" she asked. "Why do you do this?" 

"Why? Because I spent all my money in India, 
searching^-for strange powers. Without this, I, am 
destitute. Your husband will pay me well^ Now, 
let us waste no more^' 1 

"Mr, Frobisher ... I have more money than 
my husband. Whatever he has offered you, I will 
double. Twice as much money, Mr. Frobisher." 

Mr. Frobisher looked at her and then he looked 
at- the black bag at his feet. His hands worked 
nervously in bis lap, , 

"Twice as much," Mrs. Terry said. "In cash." 

"I made a bargain," he said. "I have never yet 
reneged on a deal." 

"It is money you want," said Mrs. Terry, "In 
the morning, as soon as the bank opens, I shall 
withdraw it in cash. My husband has little avail- 
able cash. You will have to wait till — till I am 
declared legally insane to collect from him. That 
takes time." 

"And your husband? What of him?" ' 

"I leave that to you -to decide." 

He did. not answer. He sat, brow furrowed in 
Concentration. What a curious sense of honor, 
Mrs, Terry thought. The, man talked logically — 
a demoniac logic, to be sure, but within a certain 
framework he seemed quite sane. Yet the frame- 
work itself was insane. His. whole world was 
awry, twisted by the bag he ca'rried or the years 
he'd spent in India searching for strange powers. 
And this man talked of honor. 
. There was a sound at the door, a key being 



inserted in the lock. 

"My husband!" Mrs, Terry whispered, "Home 
early!" And she still had no answer from Mr. 
Frobisher, 

The key turned, and then the knob, and as the 
door was flung open and Mr. Terry appeared, Mr. 
Frobisher bent and — keeping his eyes upon Mr. 
Terry — opened the bag. With a shriek Mrs. Terry- 
was out of her chair and dashing into the next 
room'. She had been too hasty, she realized fear* 
fully, for this was the bedroom and there was no 
way out, except the living room where her hus- 
band now was, and the man called Mr. Frobisher 
and the ghastly black bag with the head of Krish- 
na Sru. But as she locked the door, she realized 
she'd' had no choice, Mr, Frobisher had not yet 
made his decision and besides, even if he had 
decided tn her .favor, there was murder in her 
husband's* heart and, sane or insane, he'd- prob- 
ably kill. So she leaned against the door, har 
heart pounding fearfully, and listened. 

She heard it then, a hideous wail, a shriek both 
terrifying and heart-rending, and, she knew that 
one of the men had looked upon the head of 
Krishna Sru. Her husband, no doubt, for Mr. 
Frobisher had steeled himself against looking at 
the head of Madness, Yet she could not be sure, 
for her husband also knew the terrible effect of 
the bag's contents and he was a bigger, stronger 
man than Mir. Frobisher. Behind the door, Mrs. 
Terry waited fearfully. 

Now she heard sounds as of a fight, of bodies 
thrashing and furniture slammed into and a vase 
falling.. Mrs. Terry knew a moment of hope, but 
only a glimmer and that immediately passed. For 
if one man was beaten, 'the other was victor — and 
that one stood between her and safety. So sha 
listened to the struggle and finally when there 
' was no more sound of fighting, no sound of any. 
thing, the very silence itself became unbearable 
! to her. 

She waited a few more minutes and then, her 
eyes shut tight, she opened the door and crept 
cautiously out, feeling with her hands and feet. 
She touched a Body and she almost gagged, but 
forcing herself, she continued and finally felt the 
bag. She moved it and knew its contents were 
still inside and, her eyes still closed, she pulled 
the straps tight. 

Only then, when she finally dared open her 
eyes, did she realize what had happened. One of 
the men had gone mad — the madness of a homi- 
cidal maniac — and had killed the other; and be* 
cause suicide, Mr. Frobisher had said, was but 
murder turned inward, the killer had then turned 
his murderous impulse on himself. Now both lay 
dead, 

Mrs. Terry wept a little and then she took' the 
bag down and tlirew it into the furnace. When 
she returned upstairs, she dried her eyes and 
dialed the police and sat down to .figure what to 
tell them. 



HEH.-WEH.' DIDYOUSAY'ANYTHiNG"* 
YOU MUST PARDON MY CURIOSITY. 
JOHN ARNO, BUT I COULDN'T HELP 
OVERHEARING YOU.' IP YOU REALLY 
WANT youe WIFE BACK, I MAY BE 
OF SOME SERVICE .' 



HEH.HEH.' I WAV6...WWTHB 

REST 15 UNIMPORTANT.' COA1H7IT 
WON'T TAKE MORE THAN A,MO' 
MENT FOR YOU TO HEAR MY 
PROPOSITION.' MY HUMBLE 
SHOP IS AROUND THE 

CORNER... . 

WHAT CAN I 
LOSE* I'VE TRIED 
EVERYTHING/ 
MAYBE HE CAN 
HELP ME ' 



A FBWMINUTeS lATf&,W§* 
■^ $TOPP£P IN FHONT OF A 
BAMSHAOae SHOP 10- 
CATBO AT TH00N0 OTA 
SHABBY STffeET... 





IT'S TRUE THEN/ YOU A8£ 
DEATH ! I WAS WBONG / I 
OION'T BELIEVE YOU/ PLEASE' 
YOU MUST LET AAY WIFE LIVE.' 
I'LL 00 ANYTHING? 
ONLY HELPME.' 




OF COURSE.! WILL.ARNO.'BUT 
IN BETURN FOR THIS FAVOR, 
YOU'LL BE MV-AH- BEPPE- 
SENTATtVE FOR A PERIOD ' 
OF TIME EQUALTOTHE LENGTH J 
I'VE TAKEN FROM YOUR- 
CANDLE.' 




OOOD.' I'VE EXTENDED YOUR WIFE'S LIFE SPAN .'YOU'LL 
HAVE POWER, ARNO / THAT'S WHAT YOU WANT MOST, DON'T 
YOU* THINK OF IT- PEOPLE WILL BE YOUR SLAVES/ THEY'LL 
FIGHT FOR YOU.' YES.THEV'LL EVEN DIE FOR YOU, BECAUSE J 
I'll SEAT YOUR ELBOW, ALWAYS? HA, HA. HA* - 




A FEW MOMENTS- IA7ES, JOHN 
* APNO FOUND H/A4SEIF ' WANDEB- 
INGA/MCES5Ly ON 7HB SWEET... 

WH-WHATAM3 DOING HERE* 
OHH.MYHEAD/ ITMUSTHAVE . 
BEEN THOSE DBINKS/ I DREAMT 
I WAS WITH AN OLD MAN WHO - ' 
GOOD HEAVENS/ I'VE FORGOTTEN 
ABOUT ALICE ... A1UST GET TO , 
THE HOSPITAL/ 



ALICE, DEAREST/ YOU-VOU'RE 
SITTING UP! YOU'RE WELL/y- 






OHN ARNQ WAS BIGHT, FOR TWg WAS NO DREAM .' THE 
NEXT FEW YEARS SAW MS STAR Stse HIGH AND BRIGHT 
ON THE FINANCIAL H0RI20N, AND DEATH WAS 
ALWAYS AT HIS ELBOW... 



GOOP HEAVENS, 
ARNO .' THAT PLATFORM , 
YOU DESIGNED |£ , 
GIVING WAY.' 





<* HIS ENTERPRISING 

GEN/US.' WEY FLOCKED 
TO HIM 3Y THE THOUSANDS 1 
DEMANDING, BEGGING, 
WANTING TO WORKFQg. 
H/A1/ AND, IN THIS WAX 

i MANY ALSO OIEO- 

1 FOR 'MM- 



C'NAWTUEGAY CAME WHEN ARNQ 
TbekSNED SUPREME.' HE HAD REACHED 
THE. TOP. REACHED IT OVER THL* 80NES 
OF THE RUINED AND THE DEAP! 



WELL, JOHN ARNO... FAME, ' 
WEALTH, /WW*/ YOU 
HAVE YOUE HAPPINESS ," 
AT LAST.' AND I HAVE 

KXVnBAnfUA i.i jit 




fEN YEARS PASSED, AND 
■''ARNO BECAME A LEGEHMRf 
FIGURE /NO MORE IN NEED OF 
ANYTHING-, HE RETIRED FROM 
PUBLIC UFEAT4S, ARROGANT 
WITH WEALTH AND INFLUENCE I 
BUT ONE. NIGHT. AS He SAT 
ALONE IN THE L IBRARY OP 
HIS MANSION- 




I'VE COME TO 
TELL YOU THAT 
YOUE CAN OLE 
BURNS LOW.' I 
SHALL CALL 
YOU AT THE 
STROKE OF. 
/MIDNIGHT, 
HEW LEAK'S 




WHAT ARE YOU SAYING* YOU \ 

CANT MEAN... PLEASE/ IFVOJ 1 

LET MB LIVE I'LL PLAN NEW / 

— SCHEMES FOR YOU.' J 



JA 




ANDASASUBOEN GUST OF WHO TOffE 
THROUOHTHEBOOM, EACH ASKED 
HIMSELF THIS GUEST/ON: DID JOHN 
ARNODIEOFA SUDDEN HEART 
ATTACK, OR OlOhEUEEPA FINAL 
RENDEZVOUS WITH GgATW MTO 
THE BEYOND? ■■ill 

MaBSSk 



CAIN MORE WEIGHT 

IN 10 DAYS OR YOUR MONEY BACK! 



lis: 

Now at last More-Wate plan that puts 
firm, attractive pounds and Inches on 
your body, chest, arms and legs. 





